Juliette on the railway platform, eating an old wizened
sandwich from which she had stolen all the ham . . .
she likes that greasy old meat. Getting forty-eight
hours' leave from the office . . . they'll make it up
to themselves when July comes round. Then, drop-
ping bang into this little tail-end of waste-land, where
the inhabitants melt away at my approach. If my
father were here he'd tell me in stilted terms that
there is an explanation, hidden from our eyes, of
which God holds the key: that not a meeting comes
our way which has not already been pre-determined,
which does not, in some sort, pass judgement on us.
For him, everything which is incapable of a rational
explanation, which is baffling, is so because death has
taken a hand a little too soon. The age of the earth is
the age of Jesus and no more. Thus, the world is im-
mature, barely adult, incoherent, because it is for us
to finish what at present is incomplete. We are God's
understudies, His relays, standing ready on our toes
to start off on the next stage of the race. No man is
useless. There are no puzzles which do not admit of
many solutions. More than once I waved aside those
arguments, though after my first attempt at suicide
I was inclined to accept them.

I had escaped from the house. I knew a little pond
nearby, bkck and suspect, the banks of which stank
of mud-saturated reeds. When I got there a woman
was doing her washing. She was kneeling on a wooden
plank. I watched her at her work like any casual
saunterer. She raised a faintly flushed face and smiled
at me, I helped her to rinse her shirts and dishclouts,
enjoying the game and joining in her laughter. When
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